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dominion 


deepwoods 


bright were the heavens 

when I wandered 

into the narrowhaze lying between trees chopped before February swept 
the folded wings of my generation into the wintrybank 


of a sales receipt 


assumed 


iam first generation 
price-dropped into the new normal 
traffic, decades undead, shuffles 


overt the erased 


middleclass stalled in 
high mark-up still whisper the great 
deeds of famous brand 


names 


Eurotop banking 

plush or firm. customized 
champions scream inside their 
tanning beds 


mist scrubs walls 
cuts the tongues out of bells 
hundreds of volunteer hours kept 


in pits 


ballistic servers mix 

whiskey, machetes for razor-wire 
tourists. every tite blowout 

final 


epidemic of migrant 

loners spilling sackfuls of Tagalog 
into starless census 

forms 


smell of applause 

from the base. realtors repealing 
the real in today’s fantasy 

bout 


national sigils boom new 
crownland. crude paintings of blond 
wheat march over my 

girlhood 


fake nation backhoes 
hidden lives stirring under blackout 
curtains in the Master 


bedroom 


heat from personal 

data narrates hectares of saleable 
forest prepped for radical 

plastic surgery 


robo-calls from 
third-party faces pressed in jars 
assumed dead or lost 


in golden ice 


tainless 


early, but deer already coming from the hills. motor off, i drift neutral down a dirt road 
trickling between greasy banks of a hollow full of equipment depots and autobody shops. 
commuters swerve westbound on 80. city houses mutter into their lattes as they jostle 
each other for room, no rain to wash the soot from their skins. the sewers can’t swallow 
the dust fast enough. dust crawls through doors, covers derelict radiators and bare feet 
left on hardwood floors. inside the cage are shelves filled with boxes of buttons and belt 


buckles 


unboreality 


in this country waning suns 

knock on doots, butt-dial other stars. softwood 
lumber prowls the streets, sawdust pollen 
falling all piney to bottom 

dollar 


seams of mercury, rusted 

tusk of a stately plow. great wheels suborn 
northern light over cold salt spit. sport 
hunting trophies starve 


on cameta 


chiliastic milk killing time 

in moose-proof coolers. delusional rain all- 
terrain tarmac under attack, homesick 
composites streaming 


trauma 


politicians roar shade 

over the True White. lidless eyes shine malice 
and avarice. police blindfold Iqaluit 

prep her for another 

starlight ride 


all the dreams gone bad 

roll by on flatbeds disguised as boreal forest 
priests croon second soprano genocide 
serenade their crocheted 


eugenics 


i pack a century for lunch 

capture a flag made of captured flags and 
Jesus-taught savages. fatty bits 

of Cree stick to the 


crucifix 


my zed-market body bloats 

eight barristers toss bread at my beak, call 
me a lawless gnostic peddling faces 

no one would use as 


a face 


hours slop into ancient 

hate, cached spite on the axis of gravlax 
smell of vanilla oversight, smiley 

pills having a nice 


yesterday 


iclear satire down to 

the marzipan. along the suture route, a lien 
of Chinese, scoop of Indians, can 

of Sardinians in a wooded 


valise 


parables lie fallow in 

broadband crumble. 1 raise a glass of abcess 
to all the Ford Erinyes undoing 

who we ate, how 


it happens 


credit opens the great 

pituitary door. a big, perhaps black, perhaps 
truck, marches across my shoulders 

sippy cups wild in a starry 


wind 


crude oil clings to the 

sprockets of Ex Libris stickers. Mr Rubato 
has stolen the piano. a hare leaps from 

a tapestry. PostMedia is 

disgusted 


corn gods hoard 

creamed ammo, waterboard loam into coal 
profit. skeet-shot children 

eaten by worst-case 


senescence 


news outlets shatter into 

combovers. i am escorted by corporate 
security to the gulag of 

thoughts and 


prayers 


dominion 


1 

glass has been falling 
all afternoon, thirsty 
bourgeois trees moving 
to the suburbs 


wind snacks on 
tamarack, scrapiron alike 
note the knot of blood 
deep in the heart of 

the Brookfield lot 


2 

Sunday driving without 
political opinion, trying 
to decipher the ominous 


rolling over Ottawa 


no one saw the alt-right 
seize me while the senate 
fell down eyeless walls 
of flint 


their faces, safe as rural 
towns, rode into highnoon 
flaking gold racism over 
the trial of Louis Riel 


3 

long ago backhoes 
snorted up the carcass 
of my past while Stephen 
Harper, no matter how 
rebuked, keeps sneaking 
through the dark side 


of the mirror 


i jerk awake in Broken 
City where junky children 
overgrown with frozen 
lessons are stoning other 
children with fatigue 


and regret 
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autumn draws her long 
skirts close, 19"century 
wilderness flips junk fungi 
lichened Nestle-fresh 


the moose of Herodotus 
are sitting on the Book of 
the Dead where drowned 


ships refuse to speak 


and any no one can 
moon their own madness 


over flat winter heartland 


5 

we were taught 

light came to the Dark 
Continent with white 


power 


we had no pet names 
for the corrupt language 


of myopic vision 


no toom for sentiment 
in false history cooked 
in the creosote of the 
CPR west 
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death of the Presbytery 


spilt milk, unsalted capitals, Masterpieces of Poetry 
Ladies of the Table must wait until grace is said 

all the pretty, dull girls. swallow blues, mop up 
spilt words. cod liver homilies almost 


equal to Macauley 


shining heights, golden valleys afar, Bride of 
Zanoni, pansy-book fancies, Traditions 
of the Pantry, Mrs Asquith. bad 


taste, al fresco of course 


women smoking in public. false jocularity 

1 rebuked her inability to systematize her work 
dour old Scotch maid, impaired morals 
“home-cured” pork ham, bromide 

must read Les Misérables, will 


make myself 


Talmage’s Sermons, farmers, farmeresses 
big fat sonsy women. feckless gadding 
speeders, roadhogs driving lawsuits 

the United Church of Canada 


coal shovel, bowel trouble, vile and taboo 
valley of wan dahlias, heirs to the 
Austrian Throne doubt the 

Presbytery 
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prolonged doses of history breed pessimism in me 
Mrs. Hemans, supernal fleeting ecstasy until 

the mail. doleful tale from Ella, dancing 

spells. willed property, quelled the 

salads. my Hepplewhite chairs 

incite emulation 


chill of Union Hall, fireless rooms, gypsophilia 
gushing, prayerful women. lurid chromo of 
Queen Victoria, dowdy twist of hair 

terribly unhygienic. drilled CGIT 

girls, dissuaded theological 

bogies. gave good 

supper 


neurasthenic day. cystitis, crossword puzzle infection 
no cake but made doughnuts. a phone came 

train late, empty cars, no beaux, disfigured 
floorboards, something agley here 

abscess at the root. truth is 

painful. will reread 

Youth 


rose with the lark. sick headache. Lizzie Borden 
guilty. lonely Emily, Charlotte’s masochism 
heavy sky, dismal Union bands unshorn 
moorlands, hair-on-end laundry, butt 

of petty spite, perpetual dread 

of scandal, the Canadian 

woodshed 
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eclipse of sun, disruption of Chutch. 1 have been 
a good mistress to you, burning autumn. culled 
gladiolus bulbs, sugar diabetes, melancholic 
phobias. annual family die-out. baptism 


by émmersion, still 1 said nothing 


cedar chest, grey pongee, cream delaine, butterfly 
sleeves. bridal night, played Spy, hewed 
straight to the line, tied up the purse 


strings, murmured perjury 


Honiton lace, side-whiskers, yeast cakes 
vitamins. trousseau dress, nauseous 

sex stuff hidden under my 

old hobble skirt 


curse of hereditary tendency. dissociation of 
Personality. false pregnancy, psycho-analysis 
amour propre, clean as Einstein. shut out 
of the parlour, confined to the 


writhing room 


kept my tryst with thistle, potato stalk, mullein 
Unionist and Anti. hybrid United Church 
painted shades of Calvin and Kaos 

symptoms of the Menopause? 


dear Miss Agnes McPhail: hideously lonely on 
the knees of the Gods. nowadays jammed 
with radio, commissariats of the Bell 
Telephone, automatic talking into 

black, intolerable night. oh 


fot one teal friend. 


(LM Montgomery: the Apocypha 1) 
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the Harper era 


2006 to 2015 


a retrospective 


historical perspectives 
according to the sagas, Harper’s West Nile smile 


opened directly onto pavement 


an awful practical sanity, stated Aristotle. the clear-cut 


logic of a strip-mine lies in his gaze 


Ovid described Harper as a badly drawn rhomboid 


trying to pass as a pyramid 


despite his lyrical name, Harper is unable to distinguish 
lake from tailings pond, shuddered Pliny the Elder 


meanwhile, at the Lyceum, Aristophanes discovered 
Harper didn't know whether one ate stuffed vine 


leaves, looked at them, or sat on them 


after meeting Galileo, Harper exhaled stale teleology 
over the sun. galaxies suicided in pre-Copernican 


tanks 


in an interview with Vice, Gutenberg said the shunting 


of Harper’s eyes inspired the invention of moveable type 
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Harper was a city-state who evolved as a war 


machine, Pepys journalled 


the Mitford sisters were beside themselves 
he moved with gravitas, a tremendous pounding 
the buffalotion of a great pachyderm 


while Paul De Man erased all traces of Harper 


Paul Virilio declared him cinematically static 


a syntagma of pressurized fossils, end-product 
of night 


rhetorical style 
Lytton Strachey tells us that Harper orated 


with cutlery, boiled his clichés in condensate 


his 10-gallon recitations were delivered in 


diction sonorous as a strip mall 


a regular windsock, he was fond of stony 
plain jail parables stained with Neapolitan 


slander 


you could hear the whir of General Gordon 
addressing the besieged people of Khartoum 
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fatal underestimation 
born under a low ceiling, Harper was the soul 
of respectability 


confronted by a suburban cul-de-sac, liberals 
forgot any questions they had intended to ask 


sometimes Harper troubled them. he never says 


good morning tweeted Pepys. have you noticed 


he never calls us by our names? 


but liberals remained content. a good servant 


never becomes too familiar 


silver mines always need polish, treaties breed 


in silence, oil prices germinate in darkness 


pte-Harper Canada 
unlike former philosopher kings, Harper saw 
the flaws in lawless geography 


Mother Nature, typical welfare queen, lets her 


trees loiter from one seasonal job to another 


every night the skies fill with flying pantheists 
whose eternal questions cause a mess 


winter re-enacts the same ritual murder every 


year, shutting the tourist industry 


icebergs hide in glacial niqabs, the balder- 
dashing of useless waves lead straight 
to the pit of Niagara 
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the Harper legacy 
first he biblicized the weather, leeched errant 
birches, replaced Boreal forest with pencils 


retrained trees as furniture and baubles 


he flared off liberal guilt, stored it deep 
beneath the earth, filled rivers with limpid 


Agrium chemicals 


now, medicated buttes, huddled and mute 
the well-tempered Rockies perform 


fot box-office audiences 


rivers glide along conveyor belts, lakes follow 


when you whistle 


merely a year into his majority, Harper 


privatized the sky, arrested vagrant stars 


replaced the eerie sounds of forests with 
the thump of jobs that will never be done 


and never needed doing 


17 


cities of the parklands 


life in the annexed territories after the UCP government 


of Alberta sold its provincial parks to subsidize the oil industry 


Christina Lake 

though the city blooms with pilot projects, unfiled drilling 
applications allude to the dark of the buried lake. for everything 
in Christina is secretly driven by the aquifer hidden in thin 
shale laminations far beneath the Phase 3 


Expansion 


thus, a unique form of in-situ religion exists 

at Christina Lake. every church contains thermal pipes, 
refrigerant loops, sensing bulbs. this is because the inhabitants 
believe God lies in cross-well seismic profiles 


and hydrophonic receivers 


Poplar Creek 

in the burgeoning metropolis of Poplar Creek, north 

of Fort McMurray, stands a doghouse containing fifty steel pipes 
the region is known for porosity. its underground reservoir 

can induce any investor who crosses city limits into 


monetizing top opportunities 
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on the map of our new Empire, there must be room 
for both the existing Poplar Creek and all the greater 
Poplar Creeks waiting to emerge from the steel pipes 


each of these cities a future [PO 


Saleski 

the first thing any new arrival visits is the city’s cyclic 
steam-assisted gravity drainage system. but on an overcast 
day you come across a gtid which resembles a giant 


tic-tac-toe board in the northern woods 


in fact, this pattern is a 3D seismic program 
riding the thin edge of a bitumen wedge estimated 
at 400 billion barrels of oil, but you have no way 


of knowing this yet 


as a pioneer you have trouble telling one frontier 
park-town from another. your heart quickens and you blurt 
into your headset, what line separates inside from outside 


the rumble of wheels from the howl of wolves? 


Algar 

Algarians are born knowing there are two Algars 

Algar 1, jewel of the 598 section area of the Boreal Forest 
Natural Annex is full of mixed stand materials of maximum 
worth. but these inhabitants also know another 


Algar exists 
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a second Algar buried in understory, shrubs and forbs 

lease areas of deadfall and slash. the twisted spires of this fecal 
city conceal murderous pines who mock productive outcrop 
all new Algarians must protect pioneer life, erase all traces 

of the Lower Algar, fight crime against 


Q4 projections 


Orion 

disturbing reports of strangers roaming the streets 

of the great city of Orion, due to the reservoir being more 
heterogeneous than expected. on any given day you may see 
a cut-and-backfill twirling a parasol, followed by a glacial 


valley revealing her full age, veiled eyes evasive 


yet more characters enter the erosional landscape 
of the Sedimentary Basin, a low-stand delta lobe, a hoodoo 
leading a lobster on a leash. but even on a holiday in 


quaternary geology, no one greets anyone 


eyes lock for a second then drop away. this is because 
every paleo-river channel flogs its own tale of fluvial 
oppression and so the carousel of fantasy at Orion 


never ceases 
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Tucker 

no one knows if Tucker is unlucky because it is 
unfinished, or because of some enchantment raised 
by remediation of older wells, but Capital 1 rates it 
the worst performing in-situ city in the newly annexed 


parklands. 


investors may be dropping from the boughs but Tucker 
with its pitiful steam-oil ratio production, under 10,000 bpd, 
cannot be called abandoned. at any hour you can see 
maidens bathing in the glycol loop, perfuming 


themselves in electrical feed 


my explanation is this - the wells, built too low 

and close to the water saturation zone due to the NDP’s 
misuse of resources, were not fully remediated and naiads 
invaded the city of Tucker. in the mornings you can 


hear them sing. culling policy applies 


Albian Sands 

citizens of Albian Sands wake between fresh sheets 
wash with hydrocyclones. they wear brand new clothes, 
place their superceded mission statements 


in plastic recycling bags 


Albian's rubbish of 141,000 kms of forest and muskeg 
would invade the world were it not for heroic 
Albians and their epic Caterpillar 797B 


capable of carrying away 400 tons 
of yesterday 
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roll up the rim 


hot chipotle 
politics 
corporal punishment 
extreme Calvinism 
protected under grandfathering 


clause 


city council seeks 
kalashnikovists in black masks 
threat-related 


assault, harrassment 


creepy clown 
oil more volatile 
than artillery 
escalate 
that accountability piece 
second round shoot-out 


tongue-in-cheek 

weekend remarks radicalized 
70 kliks outside 
Fort Mac 
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D-list actors 
trickle down reality 
no economy 
but Timmy's coffee 
smoking hot wifi 


2K 


lube oil filter 
2 years free oil changes 
cut-and-paste 
Thursdays 
speed-on-green 
photo radar 
hidden 


pinhole video 


world class 
industry-driven Olympians 
on home soil 


black, gold or gunmetal 


pour-over 
voice service deployed 
for Android 


never be declined again 


false-bottomed suitcases 
for the business 
community 
let's just assume 
50 shades 
follow instructions on the label 
ensure this product 


is right for you 


eK 


wrtisting a loose puck outside the crease 
looks easier on TV 
long concussion lay-off 
backhand roof, another deke 
ageressive 
results-oriented 


traction control 


loaded fluids 
belts and hoses 
flood buffering 
no equipment needed 
pan-fry vine-ripened moves 
saturated fat 
on high heat 
sautée cherry tomatoes 
until they soften 


twist, tie, stitch, fold 


Roll Up to Win 
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downturn 


1 

Calgary poets tragically caught 
between theory and aleatory 
sealants 


bawling dustbowl, original landfill 
symptoms of seasonal Bartleby 
entombed in i-Active 


all-wheel drive 


damaged Camrys roam the alleys 
a block of smuggled Rundlehorn 


found in a known Sequel 


the UCP, unpopular in high school 
get personal about the poet’s role 


in pipeline curation 


2 
infallible guruji-ball reveals 
the historical credenzas behind 


man-eating typographies 


oneiric night escapes, mystic 
Ikea readings, take-home 


fentanyl 


serial blurbists place semantic 
jadoo over source text, author 


photos accused of witchcraft 
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three year-old Hope, abandoned 


by his diagnosis, replies yes to a series 


of queries posed by sunset debris 


3 

sales goals float in liminal space 
allow full-stop culling, animist 
dada audit 


first-to-market gods of Egypt 
hardcopy business manifests 
at least two years proven 


excess 


aphorisms fat-shame Addition- 
Elle sonnets on the guest-edited 
site, juicy lulu malwear narratives 
subject to phallic sorting 


Buzzfeed and Vice in a gun battle 
recreant verse moving units of dick 
tropes, brick and mortar 


pick-up order 
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4 

curated selves gutted 
on fuckerbook. generic 
memespeak, tectonic 


auto-correct 


deposit of possible 
at final whistle, shot-stone 
axioms roll into dispersed 


territory 


trauma of humanist lump sum 
dogma. 3-D bit-driven grid 
inevitable heavy Berber 
vertigo 


badly buffered downloads 
ageregate of isolates. letteral 


stutter. stet stat 


lone and level sands 


27 


outwash 


ocean flashes her plastic krill but pole stars 
refuse to smile for Colonel Dilbit 


algae blooms on the tongues 


of assassins tik-toking atrocities. ancestry 
.com steals bodies in an outwash 


of retreating 


telescopes, constellations stalled in a box 
cat south of Oort. where did i park 


the wine-dark sea? 


plane trees smoke down the eroded certain 
a black hole sweats, relentless light 


of a magic lantern falling 


on the fallen. vermillion shale puzzles allies 
nemeses alike. clock circles annex 


cretaceous land 


neo-rivers walk out of ravines, punch me 
in the face. ribald snow plows riot 


over frontier 


where mustard jesters yellow reality and 
sky shuns the consequence 


business 


28 


my signature, never safe from swing states 
collapses. a jerkin shrieks in the dryer 


another war explodes 


under closer scrutiny by the invisible. i find 
myself stapled to a telephone pole 
Person of Cryptic Intent 
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cut 


little rainy trees listen to the doctor insist 
but i can’t even body or spirit, only silhouette through 


the sleet leaping from Champlain’s nose 


without the least ado a red squirrel scoops my last ego 
are we done, then? never liked thinking this side 


of the heart 


proud and ludicrous in my new unfeasible 
iclimb the third floor friends i never had and hailstorm 


kindred lost in my fluff-busting filter 


we should be rolling up the ruelles following 
Cohen in a lovely melancholy just east of darker. alas 


i always post the wrong country 


another moon with a man on it roaring nothing 


true. fate will need binoculars to find me hanging in 


the Oratory cut by bits of morning 
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unheimlich 


masterbilt 


wake up call 
home, root-flame 


in the heart 


you yearn for small-town 
simplicity, glimpse wild 
animals in naturalized 
habitats with Wow curb 
appeal. the creek runs all 


night 


move-up prestige - 


too much to ask? 


ah, frayed survivor ina 
fallen world, you deserve 
a patio undisturbed by 


earth's horrid rotation 


time to remove the veil 
close the deal, Widelot 


a wholly new creation 


suburban planning 
long before New 
Communities spread 
human culture, we 
existed in mist, blasted 


by random flashes 
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aliens in an enemy camp 
we are all sojourners 
mining lifestyles from 


this pittance of infinity 


dreaming of future 


school sites 


Canaan Ridge 

our Single-Family 

Homes retain natural trees 
Arts & Crafts or Tudor 
perimeter plants ensure 


recurrence of the seasons 


new-to-the-area residents 
attive every day (On Star 
is listed on the TSX) 


Walton Heights 

in a monstrous world 
careening nowhere, Prairie 
Plus offers two Town Home 
plans designed the way 

God intended 


chainlinks glint along 
spruce-lined avenues 


blue, mute and rapt 
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our cost-effective 
Deciduous Solution 
ensures less messy 
trees as you de-stress 
caressed by the gentle 


Febreeze 


Albion-West 

this Planned Community 
hearts its Green Resetve 
imported eunonymous 


golf ecosystems 


a grandfather Zamboni 
clears the hours, allowing 


you to enjoy a montage 


of induced sunsets 


eternal beauty 
uninterrupted 


by weather 


inner space 

no longer a low-rent 
tenant in a Newtonian 
garret, you are the new 
Adam 


cross the threshold 
Orion-vaulted, pagan 
and lunatic, created 


just for you 
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based on one of 
eight masterpieces 
by Thomas Kinkaid 
(artist of light) 


transcendence 
ascend 
the Open-Rise 


staircase 


watch stars 
subdivide 
the sky 


leafless forests 
dance to the twin 


trumpets of praise 


you cannot ask 
for more than 
to be wholly 


acted upon 
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unfinal frontier 


the house arrives in a single crate, settles on a butte. i aim the telescope 
at the consommé running through the hollows. Cassiopeia rushes down 


the eavestrough, accompanied by a bagpipe band 


furniture rolls in. floor lamps minuet, goosenecks curl around my chair 
the plasma tv is stocked with bug-eyed fish terrified by live police 


and personal injury lawyers 


the microwave pops open to meatballs walking barefoot down Abbey 
Road. a little Pole Star remains in the pot. i flip the hood up, throwing 


craters, valleys, great walled cities into relief 


ads run down my bunions. someone glued hieronymous on my Bosch 
all night voices scrape their way through speakers. 1 open a facebook 


account, disappearing is the one thing i do well 
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far neataway 


hunkered over the handle- 
bars of my hamster wheel, churning down 
the murky streets of Coffin Town 


devout Propertarians 
plot the grid of tradition, fend off madness 


rising from newly mown lawns 


last orchard drips 
fables over sleepy backhoes, weepy birches 
crawl single-file into the fire pit 


already gone into the near 


away, every where i was i was no where 
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off-key 


algebra 

i slip my key in the lock 

nothing opens. Miss Lois can’t call me 
through her magic mirror 


access denied 


to reset my password 
i must supply my userID. without a user 
name i can’t request a new 


password 


the house crouches, alone 
astonished under the weight of algebraic 
equation. i disagree with algebra 


on principle 


the way it chains conclusions 
to premises, but what of a present unable 
to keep the same time in any 


two moments 


numbers, human mummery 
should i conscript them, ghost them 
summon the stunt doubles? 


worst was volatile 


Mr X alias Herbert Morris 


who saw the Hindenburg crash, New Jersey 


1937. every time X appeared 
in my Hilroy 
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he cried oh no please, please 
believe me, ¢ would have saved them if i could 
i had to let him go, deal with the inevitable F 


in algebra on my own 


futurism 

Miss Lois’s mirror is covered 

in oceans and time zones. a great river 
crosses my palm, continents sloop below 


coherence 


wish i could un-now 
into the long ago before falling off 
the rocky sunset. i'd go to the library, but it’s 


a charred zigeurat 


downtown pedestrians 
change colour, neon stars burn the corneas 
of seven-to-whenevers, sky 


dreaming Fiesta 


Magenta, Sunstroke Magma 
Umbra Penumbra. Miss Lois, can you read 
me? of course not, i have no user name 


sound stops whenever i move 


i can only see paddies 

of shredded wheat full of odious flora 
hotrible fauna. fake-work trucks 
heckle Cinderellas 


warbling Arbeit Macht Frei 
while Big Ben tolls in no-fly zones, Marinetti 
hard on the horn again snickering as 


landmarks smack his windshield 
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Tang Dynasty 

i once wote Tomotrowland 

around my neck. Welcome! It’s Always Open 
House in the Future, Jetsons curled in 


the tailpipes of Life magazines 


melamine dreams, Resinox 
promise, Lauxite caves. say it with Scriptite 
and the wind calls Lady Clairol. tweak your 


rabbit ears. colorized fays 


skirl across the coffee table 

Jack Kennedy takes me to his leader. frozen 
pizzas batter knotty pine, pole lamps 

jump 1-2-3 red light 


i stand tagged and luminoled 
from a lineage of unknowns posed in sombre 
costumes assembled from dead animals 


disposable races 


another day in the Tang Dynasty 
they drained Lake Eerie. notes appeared 
on palm trees. missing parrot, eats sunflower seeds 


indoor schnauzer 


answers to George. blind in one eye 

we miss you, see you soon, love Rose, like the flower 
all things on Earth lost or leaving yet 

still waiting for the crackle 


Monday night’s the banjo playing in the alley-o 
i like the radio and i like - Miss Lois it’s Miss 


Lois calling our user names, Miss Lois 


calling us back 
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sumac grimoire 


you may disregard me 


just another strange diorama, the usual 


stuffed owls, wicker strollers 
oaken finials 


maybe one should start 
in the cemetery, November gloom 
when i was born, heaven fat 


but somewhere 


dense stand of lumber 
in the misty thicket. backhoes 
fold the sod, warm curl 


of homesteads 


buffalo stalled in wallows like hills 
not really hills, only looking like hills 
among bullwhips dreaming 


Mesopotamia 


eK 


Shanty Bay Road lies in a valley 
of dollars. uncured Hurons jeer 
sunset frescoes of concession 


lines 


A 


show homes hiss in the flank 


of Medonte Mountain running molten 


rock to the Lunatic Asylum for 
Chronic Patients 


evety hour or so a white-coated 
butler brings the tray 


of Grapetoo 


i’m in ever-changing B— 
Cadillac-Fairview city of tragic beauty 
where big hats putter down 
popomatic highways 


pastoral yodels keen from Sam 
the Record Man at Five Corners 
trees closing the jukes on Dunlop 
unmoored wah-wahs fluid 


as seaweed 


eK 


no bridge over the undark 

must cross hand-over-hand, maudlin 
clouds scud overhead, suddenly 
woods, a leaning chimney 


covered in ivy 


that house is haunted 
said the fisherman 7 warned you 


not to come here 


i didn’t come 
one of my servants, a fellow 
i brought from the jungle 


carried me here 
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my bloodline leads me 

through the ruins of Girls Owns 
purled from tongues only 

my dream self knew 


side door opens. a girl 
in a flannel nightgown steps into 
a menacing soundtrack, Az It 


and you'll get It 


she leads me into 
the moss-covered mansion 
escorts me to the Coronation plates 


made in Taiwan 


bouquet of parasols 

in an elephant foot basket, roughly 
washed, still red Hudson’s Bay 
with black stripes 


ek 


i dress formally 
pledge allegiance to the Queen 
spend summers inside the head 


of a cabbage 


i count my teeth, cut the crusts 
off cucumber sandwiches, dimes 
chime down the arm of the Empire 


slot machine 


blue telly bawling, but General 
don’t you understand? we must Reep it 


alive! we must we must 
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frost browns the Doulton 
come spring the figurines will 


be aeons taller 


LM Montgomery bellows 
soliloquies into the wee smalls 
pounds the piano, leaves the keys 


to freeze on the kitchen floor 


rain binds windows 
in winding-sheets, the North Star 
jimmies the screen door. sumac 


erimoire 
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the post-inevitable generation 


1 

been this way since the world 
began to curdle into balladic shit 
already obsolete by the time 


of Canute 


who knows where the Transistor 


Era will take us? 


i, for one, never dreamed 

the Strolling Bones would one day 
tumble their dice over 

Frederick [V 


along rue Seine i passed 

the Exploding Plastic Inevitable 
the new mouleur has hung two 
plaster masks, Ali MacGraw 
and Rod McKuen 


i'm a sucker for Von Daniken 


in late autumn ennui 


you shoulda seen me in 

the Theban desert, sitting by 
Creedence Clearwater trying to 
understand life as the others do 
a Wham-O toy to bash 


around the nursery 
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2 

the fever dug into me 

i OD'd on bad Gallo, laid to waste 

by A Day In the Life, sure the Russkies 
finally dropped the bomb 


on us 


somehow, i climbed out 
the terminal hiss back to social 


existence 


time, despite my efforts to dress it 
in the official costume of the Water 
Buffalo Lodge, went by so fast 

the reverend Phil Donahue 

had to be invited 


you gotta do something when 
you tire of all that Ziggy Stardust 


and the cosmic Pez dispenser 


is empty 


the sleigh was ordered 


for eight o'clock 


3 

it was in the year after 

Maman's death i first noticed 

the burnt electrical reek of Kraftwerk 


in the chateau Broussac 


since then i have thought a lot 
about my fear of Kraut Rock 
i have never dared buy a mandarin 


from Tangerine Dream 


books are empty, shouted the Count 
disguised as Master of the Hunt 
it is DDT that matters, it is DDT 


we must learn to read 


but nothing can cancel the reality 
of one night in the revivifying fire 
of PK Dick 


when for once, if only once you 
were blasted outside the monotony 


of your life 


all the way through the jello 
institutions you don't understand 
except what the old men from 


Ghent want you to believe 


4 

i'm trying to write 

but there's nothing to say 
if you happen to be small 
and full of foreboding 


a sixteen year old girl rubbed 
into the Silly Putty of small-city 
Canada 


after Charles the Bold's downfall 
i spent all winter sinking deeper into 


the nation's rusting drainpipes 
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ending, perhaps inevitably 
at the mall, where people hurled 


all over my halter top 


the whole night 
should have been written off 
by Kubrick 


5 
who says it's a big old world 


take another look 


the decor is tropicana north 

pole lamps, tiki bars, split-levels 
full of little skeletons running into 
the dawn of an eternal 


school day 


again the silence 

Krishna knows who made it 

i want to bay with i'm-okay-you're-okay 
joy in the pit of the smoking charnel 
house on top of Three Mile Island 
spilled blood of the dead 

a foot deep 


i want Idi Amin to see us 


i want him to see every 


one of us 
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gentle fall of knives 


ceiling fan 

according to Kirk's Seiko i have driven over 1300 kms across the top of the photo 
still obsessed with the year we acquired our symptoms. precisely 5:33, summer 

of '65, new neighbours red in the dark 


im convinced about the light in the clinic, the cool metal gurney. the wind rises 


i say you know something. Edith does not answer 


the telephone bawls. what are the men on the hill doing with the morning light 


more bones? i turn the wringer off. the washing machine turns, faces the wall 


father & son 
Kirk's father, Marlowe, is a one-eyed backhoe operator, more or less morally rigid 


his citronella smile floating in the silver pail on the table 


poor Kirk, his bookish nose no longer chases joggers. bedtime ogre by age forty 
dapper speedily receding. eyebrows crowd his square eyes, creases trickle down 


his green chins, his uncut hand catching, releasing, catching 


morning 

taller than most, Edith carries her visible Herman Munster like a frigidaire 
little eyes blink through orange crush dreadlocks like all the Toni-moms 

a smiley-woman walking through the gentle fall of knives 
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the garden plot 

we live consistently overcast in the din of lady's slippers and the muttering of hostile soil 
Kirk says just one crop of saran wrap will do. beans shuffle up and down the corridors 
as Edith's dirndl skirts spill over the ironing board 


storms tear the roofs off pomegranates. cows chew boxes of strangers under a sky lit 
by shattered plates. a cloud of unfiled drilling permits flood the garden plot. fruit flies 


consume the amber river 


wild rose petals smite the ground. every gravestone becomes the mahogany table Kirk 
had inherited the night old bones deafened our neighbours and the Catholics rooted 
in discarded Maytags 


suburbia 
ixora hedges protect the bright from the huge, where kings and queens once castellated 


two-car garages to hide from the immense. the river has bodies to bury 


cul-de-sacs doze in over-wrought silence, weighted by the eighties, sunlight made of 
metal tubing. so we cling bright and small against the darkness. surrounded by 


we have so that we can be 


gumbo 
the subdivision goes forth and multiplies. every couple of hours Kirk lives in the ghetto 
near the old John Deere where Ogopogo was once sighted, paws stuck in spring gumbo 


it doesn't take long for us to establish a routine. Kirk glowers into the corners under 
my bed until it’s too dark to read them and things topple off the TV 


the family galoshes shine in that dim room. the telephone moults on the mahogany 
table. fastidious Edith butters everyone's bread and i imagine, sometimes twice a day 


Dante's burning plains 
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christmas 
Christmas eve is a floral TV tray. well, says Kirk, twisting the cap to the crowd's loud 


applause. crab appetizers make thick swallowing sounds. 1 mop the blood around 
we peck in the dark. Kirk speaks first, she didn't actually puke did she? Edith says 
she did a good job vacuuming. Kirk says, Hoovers never puke after sucking. i fork 


something into my mouth. Kirk sticks his out. we look at him in shock, it is so rare 


Marlowe clucks, here's some pickles, take a pickle 
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the dispossessed 


light cracks the ceiling 
i wake, try to send 
morning back 


no luck 


sun flees my valise 
the soap factory pretties 
the water, safety boots 


scuff through soot 


some button-down shoes 


two sizes too big and already 


hungry, cruising in black 


limousines 


abandoned mansions 
stand in ashen trance as 
the man behind the easel 
nails my childhood 

to the floor 


my father used to stack 
the pallets, now he collects 
broken noses for sale 


or rent 
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a foehn wind detains a can 
of turpentine on the run 
dead heat beats a retreat 
to Parliament Hill 


callow trees allow no one 
to wallow through the gallows 
of a sullen rainfall without 


following walmart law 


rain is an ancient sign 

says the bag lady growing out 
the east side of city hall 
people need to hear their sky 
speaking in tongues 


snow fills the boulevard 
cars vanished long ago into 
St Peter's great white 


show room 


tanks are what we need now 
beautiful tanks, whoever 
will eat must work or fill 


the asylums 


autumn nights draw close 
the naked past falls from 
the sky 


i can't lift the weight 
of twilight. yet another 


sun goes kaput 
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moon turns away 
from lamenting ATMs 
the running of golden 


calves down the alleys 


until the shadows finally 
die. i miss the chthonic 
sounds of my own 


tongue 


but down here 
all the bones make 


music 
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solo 


chitter of 
bureaucrats suddenly loud, and beyond 
red sand roads, piney 


woods 


after the city crashes 

lost friends enter the room, swap faces 
disperse into twilight 

no-time 


hilariously bilious 
hotel toilet at the bottom of an elevator 
shaft. i turn left and 


drown 


clouds storm the moors 
of Room 1710. while people raft down 
escalators, i peer into 


crevices 


hoodied figures idle 
in a hall slick with black ice. i jump into 
the dumpster full of 


specimens 


hs) 


Jackson Hole Motel 6 

smells of cross-purposes. the kitchen 
closes. i know people appear 
disappear here 


shrunken clock in a block 
of glass on the sill of a porthole in the 
brig where i write the wrong 


Chaucer exam 


and u-turn into the hold 

of the unnameable. a brown-out cop 
hassles my pencils. i may be 

in Riga 


i cross the deep spot 

under the floorboard, curl into a ball 
roll downhill into an all-night 

tidal pool 


the python stirs 
in my arms. i head for Antwerp. stony 
rain. 1 miss le dernier métro 


still no clue 


herd of backhoes 
cropping Grosz bushes. Pinkerton 
algorithms rushing around 


the strange 
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ereyfall riddled with 

tin-types of myself sent from an almost 
reality full of ancient 

backsplash 


dinosauts tise from old snow 


lamplighters can’t banish the shadowfish 


palling our second-growth 


roads 


Nefertiti’s head graces 
a café in Inuvik but no one talks about 
the ghosts who won’t 


be gone 


im huddled with all 

the other Weimars at Café Prag, fog 
unravels streets purled under 

the castle 


dead-night TV booms Rilke 
rattles umlauts where someone was, is 
no more, will never be 


again 
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spring plainsong 


it is eventide 
in Aviation Wood 


statless and wild 


holy global economy 
slowly rolling over jolly 


roger sea 


9000 feet invisible 
starfall unusual typical 
fortywinking hallelujah 
design fault 


come closer, the killsats 
are blossoming non-stop 
Hong Kong Seoul ghostly 


either side 


listen. this twinseat F-15 
comes down, can’t find 
a buyer in the night see- 
sawed like a suspended 


sentence 
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four little shuttles in 
a wood can’t get a visa 
from the scaled-down 


salt-brown Roscosmos 


they’ve got the Krikalov nose, 
cosmonaut chintz, 0, what’ll 


the neigbours think 


anti-sub hard core 
worship, white-noised bats 


wheel in the sky 


moulted feathers of the 
People’s Liberation Army 
dream home deep Beijing 


REM pre-scream quiet 


dawn stomps out 

of Handcuff House 
sleepy SpaceShipTwo 
boils Von Karman 
onions in their 


overcoats 


your daily hullaballoo 

all cool and scrubbed 
some thalidomide in 
your bubble-and-squeak 


my dear? 
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comfort women in barefoot 
hovels sigh the streets close 
one size does not always fit 


rumbly clog-dancing farms 


praise us, all Vesuvius cruise 
control in our kitschens stirring 
jetoboams of murdering herbs 


black bells, weeping clocks 


phials of wildfruit, rosy 
smoke of fire-and-forget, 


jot of hot fog cyanide 


nine hits high-clutter bat 
spit, simmer Hellfires 
until lullabribed 
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moon looking down 


beyond 
the tidal reaches 


one of those 


holloways 
so long ago i can’t 


no one can 


my eye plays false 
all ways pursued by 


nevet-was 


men topple off 
themselves into 


sudden 


birth rights 
roar from street 


fires 


sunset a little 
cryptic, a little bit 
mad 


falling on what 
fears what curious 
small 
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dead fall 
grey and chilly city 
lost the song 


hills once tolled 
over the fells, rolling 


dunes 


upland rift 
deep unseen spin 
drift far ago 


the bleak 


revealed no more 
than the sad 


required 
i thought you were 
dead, she said 
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repeal 


i sail a dirge down furtive carpets in rooms cold as shark-fin soup, chairs 
playing poker with broken necks, sheets smeared with hemorrhoid cream. 
zygotes flee across the TV screen. the wretched hotel calls the Morality 
Squad, some Gideon left a new testament in the drawer, everyone knows the 
Good News was repealed in 2016. users of religion are instructed to consult 
Leviticus. all hotels in the city have installed a snitch line making me 

a spy in this cryptic epoch and it is cold, heavy fog 

drifting in, the ship sounds far away too 


far to sea 
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ghostline 


not quite light 
when you glanced back 
saw here turn 


there 


so young you 
sent to midnight running 
where you would 


nevet know 


places no 
one lives they will not shade 
you they will not 


friend you 


crossing half- 
meanings unseen straight 
into the coming 


next 


so many 
forgettings this isn’t wasn’t 
can’t be get used 

to it 


what you ate 
now Gone Away isn’t sleep 
you wake some 


where 
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